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| SCENE, the PUBLIC RoaD. 


; 3 | of XXKXKNTER the BziTaxnia Stage-Coach, 


I E drawn by EncGiiss Horſes . 
i WK of Sawvney and Hayes both on the Box. 
Haves, with a Jong Whip, furiouſly laſhes the 
Horſes, while SawNzy, who has the Reins, holds 
them in, and curbs them. — In the Coach, four 

B Oro 


2 The Coach Drivers, 


Orp WonEN.—— Behind the Coach, BLOOMSs- 
BURY Jack, GENTLE SHEPHERD, and Others. 


All thoſe behind the Coach ſing, together with 
SAWNEY, the following 


CH Ok vi 
Fune, How bleſs the Maid. 


*Tis wiſeſt to drive ſoftly, 

And ſafe, and ſure, and flow, 
And *tis an errant Folly, 

A rattling pace to go. 


4 * 


No Cares, no Fears invade us; 
While gently we jog on, 
But if we hurry faſter, 
We may be overthrown. 


AIR. I burn. (in the Enchanter.) 


HAYES. 

Drive on Drive on— 
I'th' Devil's Name drive on, 
I'th' Devil's Name drive on. 


. \ 
AI R. Rail no more ye learned Afſes. 


| Curſe ſuch damn'd dull droniſh drawling ! 
. *Tis enough to make one mad: 
All my flogging, all my. bawling, 
Will not move that louſy Lad; 
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He to chear his Brain ſo drowſy, 
Lumping Loads of Snuff does take, 
Saunt'ring thus, there's nought can rouze me, 
. Nought can keep me long awake. 


At —a—a—a— (TYawns.) 


SauntTing thus there's nought can rouze me, 
Nougght can keep me long awake. 


RECITATIVE. (Aurih.) 


Give me the Reins nor longer curb their ſpeed, 
Pl make *em gallop ſoon, or make *em bleed, 


R ECETATTWR 


_ SAWNEY. ( Dab.) 
Pve got the Reins ya ſee, and *tis my Will 
To hauld them faſt, and pu' them tightly (till, 


AIR. Duncan Gray. 


*Tis a Trick J learn'd at Schule, 
| Feer to ſnatch at a' I cude, 
And what I ſnatch'd, it was my Rule, 

Faſt to hauld for Life and Blude : 
And *tis a Trick I like ſae weel, 

As a' my Life *thas been my Guide, 
And ſae ſhall be in ſpite o'th* De'el, 
Fourſel and a' his Imps beſide, 


Thilk ſame Rule's the Step to Pow'r, 
*Tis of Treaſures great the Key, 
And unto my lateſt Hour, 
It ſhall be obſerv'd by me. 


B 2 A” your 


;4 The Coacn Drivers, x 
A' your mighty Kings of auld, | 1 


A' your great ones now a- days, F 
Did, and do this Maxim hauld— | A 
— Tout, awa' Sir—gang yer Ways.— _ 


RECITATIVE. Accomp. 
(Thy Father away. Artax.) 
| HAYES. 


You w rh then, adieu I renounce you at once, 
Go, blunder thro' bogs, you poor half-witted 
dunce : 
Break your Wheels, break your Necks, for de- 
priv'd of the Rein, 
Confound me, if I ever guide you again.,— 
R 1 alights. The Coach drives 5 off. 


— oth: 
8 2 - a 8 bs 
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HA Y E 8, SOLUS. 
2 1 R. Wee ever poor Fellow, &c. 


Was ever poor pellow ſo plagu'd with a Booby, 
He'll not give an Ear to a Word ] can ſay, 
In ſpite of my Orders the loitering Looby, 
Will go but a Snail-trot, and that his own Way. 
I'm ſcorch'd at my Liver; 
Like Ice now I ſhiver, 
To heart-burſting Rage I ſhall tumble a Prey. 


E'er fo far I'd ſubmit as to dine, 
on what others ſhould cater, or carve, 
, I would (ſuch a Spirit is mine) 
Cloſe my Grinders for ever and ſtarve. 
[After 
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8 [After a Pauſe. |: 
A IR. Ob bad 1 been by Fate decreeg. 


Vet why lament, or why repine, 
Why thus my Boſom teize, 

Retirements happy ſweets are mine, 
Soft Indolence and Eaie. 

I'll take a Farm, and there Tl taſk 
My Peaſants at my Will, 
— Ve gracious Powers! I only aſk 
1 here to be Driver ſtill.— 


RECITATIVE. 


Oh! for a long ſound fleep to drown my Woes— 
— This flow'ry Bank invites to ſoft Repoſe. 


(Lays himſelf along, endeavouring to ſleep. 


Enter the four OLD WoMEN looting for Haves. 
FECT ATI EL 
Firſt Orp Woman. 


Where ſhall we find him Oh! that impudent 
Scotch Knave, that would not tell us where he went. 


Second OLD Ward, 


By Heav'n, not one Inch farther would I ride, 


Unleſs my deareft, deareſt Hayes, might guide. 
Third Ol D Woman. 


At miſſing him, I was in ſuch a Fright, 


Good Lord! 1 Ce I ſhould have dy'd but- 
right. 


AIR. 


6 Tbe Coach Drivers, 
AIR. Young I am. 


Pourth Ol D Woman. 

Alack the Day! ah! woe is me! 

Oh! my Eyes, what's this I ſee ! 

Beat your Breaſts, and make your Moan, 

Hayes was from the Coach-Box thrown. 
Oh! Hayes was from the Coach-Box thrown. 


Firſt OLD Woman. 
Oh! he's dead, alas! he's gone. 
Still he Jays as any Stone, 
—Speak my dear, my Billy, ſpeak— 
Sure my tender Heart will break. 
Oh! fure, too ſure, my tender Heart will break. 


AIR. Still in hopes. 


Second OLD WOMAN. 
See, he moves he's getting better, 
Still he breathes, and ſtill he lives. 
From my abſent Love a Letter, | 
To my Soul leſs Pleaſure gives. 


a Third | OLD WomaN. N 
Tell us, Billy, what's the Matter, 
That we found you lying here. 


HAYES. | 
You ſhall hear—you ſhall hear. 
Fourth OlD Woman, 
Tell us quickly. 
8 | 
Fe HAYES. 
Xp. Ceaſe your clatter 


All 


F | A Political Comic-OpERa 7. 
All the OLD Women. 
Speak, and eaſe us of our Fear. 


LE 
\ 


AIR. IWou'd you gain a tender Creature. 
HAYES, Risine. 


F : From the Box 1 did not tumble, 
4 Nor bruiſe myſelf, nor jumble, 
$ Yet ſtill I've Cauſe to grumble : 
Þ The Story [I'll relate. 
'F But firſt pray tell me plainly, 
7 You muſt own I ne'er drove vainly; 


J Morning, Noon, and Night, work'd mainly. 
E Morning, Nook, and Night, Noon, and Night, &c. 


All the OLD WonmEx. 
You drove at a glorious Rate. 


| HAYES. 
Tho' I never miſs'd my Quarter, 
Tho? no one e'er drove ſmarter, 
Yet, alas! I fall a Martyr, 

To Sawney's envious Pride ; 
For of the Reins he fobb'd me, 
So off the Box I bobb'd me; 

7 Let him go, the Devil knob me, 
= Let him, let him go, &c. 
= If ever again I guide. 


A IR. From the Man whom J love. 


Fi: | Firſt Ord Woman, 

Thy brave Spirit 1 love, but I Sawney deſpiſe, 
1 could tear him to pieces, III ſcratch out his eyes. 
And 
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And when on the Coach he fits powder'd and pert, 

We'll pelt him, and tumble him thence in the dirt. 
Crorvs. | 

And when on the Coach he fits 8 and pert, 

We'll, pelt him, and tumble him thence in the dirt. 


*F was with Rapture I rode when you rattled along, 
When ſmack went the Whip, and you gallop'd 
ding dong. [ Groves him a Box. 


This Box for your Snuff, pray accept, and believe 


Tis with F reedom I give it; then freely receive. 


Chokus. 
And as for that Sawney, prim, powder'd, and pert, 
We'll pelt him, and tumble him all in 1 dirt. 


e Or.D Woman. 

Dear Will, if your Spirit my neighbour has charm'd, 
My own Boſom too it has equally warm'd, 

To Pl give you, for Words of themſelves are 

but cold, 
This Box, which may forve your Tobacco to hold. 
CHORUS, 

And as for that Sawney, prim, powder'd, and pert, 
We'll pelt him, and tumble him all in the dirt, 


Third OLD Woman. | | 
While Gifts from all round are preſented about, 
I'm fully determin'd I'll not be left out. 
Here's a Box, which l hope is ſufficiently big 
For your Letters, or if there's occaſion, your Wig, 

CHoRus. 
And as for that Sawney, prim, powder'd, and pert, 
"FEY pelt him, and tumble him all in the dirt. 
Fourth 
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| Fourth OLD Woman. 
J too will give ſomething, but what I don't know, 
For, das} I have never a Box to beſtow; 
Yet to make my acknowlegements, ſurely were 


fitting, 


Take this Rake and Garters; of Ali-my- 


own knitting. 
CHORUS. 


And as for that Sawney, prim, powder'd, and pert, 


We'll pelt him, and tumble him all in the dirt. 


ATI R. Lab Coomiry s Minuet. 


HAYES. 


Fair Ladies, I'm raviſh'd to find you approve 


Of my mettleſome Spirit, when lately I drove: 
And pray now believe me, 


Theſe Tokens you give me, 0 
Quite vanquiſh my Soul with Affection and Love. 


I ſolemnly ſwear t'ye nor chink that I feign, 

If Fate on the Box ſhould &er place me again, 
PI! drive briſk as ever, Ti 
And do my endeavour, 

That in your good Gtaces I ſtill may remain. 


R E. C Ir ATL 
All the OLD Women. 
Bleſt thus, tho? round our Ears the Globe ſhould 


break, 
We . fond hear the mighty Crack. 


= AIR, 


10 The Coach Drivers, 


A I R. I love Sue. 
HAYES. 
Come let us be merry, good-humour'd and gay, 
We'll nt and we'll dance, thro? the long Sum- 
| s day; | 
Your "afeRionne Smiles more Delight can be- 


ſtow, | 
Than without 'em (tho! Driver) 1 ever cou 0 
know. 
1 love you, and you love me, 
And while Coaches travel 
O'er Dirt, and o'er Gravel, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo happy as we. 


Firſt O.D Woman. 
Let Sawney be hated wherever he goes 
And by getting the TOY let him loſe his Re- 
pole. 
From mutual Eſteem, we more Sorts re- 
ceive, 


Than all the Parades of Ambition can give. 


Cnonus. 


1 love yon, and you love me, 
And while Coaches travel 
O'er Dirt, and o' er Gravel, 


Whol be ſo happy, ſo happy as we. 


HAYES. 


711 ever r be honeſt, PII ever be true, 
Nothing e'er ſhall divide my Affection Ag You. 


ChoRus. 
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CHORUS, 


We'll ever be merry, we'll ever be gay, 
We'll ſing and we'll dance thro' the long Sum- 
mer's day: 
For I love you, and you love me, 
And while Coaches travel 
O'er Dirt, and o'er Gravel, 


Who'll be fo happy, ſo happy as we. 
Exeunt. 


END or Taz FIRST ACT. 


C 2 „ 


Scene, A Room 7: the GEORCE-IxN. 


SAWNEY, BLooMSBURY Jack, GENTLE SHEP- 
HERD, and Others. 0 


Cnhokxus. An Old Woman cloathed in Gray. 


 F2XKAOW ſhamefully have we been uſed ! 


* 


HAY How ſcurvily have we been treated ! 


> 


& FL Kick'd, pelted, be-knav'd, and abus'd ! 


With ſuch fury the Beldames were heated : 
The Carriage all ſhatter'd and broke! 

The Wheels too all out of repair! 
e Gods! not the Heart of an Oak, 

Such r can F bear. | 


RECITATIVE. 


SAWNEY. 
My Lads! to dwell on Evils paſt ; is vain, 


And will but ſerve mair. deep Vimprint our pain ; ; 
For yet I never heard of fair Dilaſter, 


To which the Grief it caus'd e'er prov'd a | plaiſter; 3 
Forgetting then the paſt, let's ſtrive to mend 
Thoſe future IIls, which « o'er our Heads impend : 


What 


F 
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What each has beſt to offer, let us hear, 
Ourſelves to ſave, our vehicle repair. 


AIR. How happy a State, 


BLoomsBURY JACK. 
Thoſe Jades I deſpiſe, and their Malice defy, 
Under whoſe foul Reproach and Diſpleaſure we 
lye : 
On ourſelves let us boldly depend for Support, 
And make their Reſentment our Laughter and 
Sport. | | 
We the Carriage can mend without them : How 
vou ſtare ? 
As tho? *twere like ſtriving to build in the Air! 
But remember, and then ſure your wonder will 
ceaſe, 
How neatly without them we patch'd up a piece. 


5 AI R. Gentle Shepherd tell me where. 


GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


Much I fear, my Friends, I own, 
That we cannot do't alone: 
For we're in want of Workmen, Nails, 
Of Wood, and Caſh which moſt avails 
Then if we ſhould be theſe refus'd, 
And other Things which muſt be us'd, 
Where's the Method to repair? 
Worthy Friends, oh! tell me where, 
tell me where, 
Worthy Friends, oh! tell me where. 


K 


14 The Co Ach Drives, 


AIR. Aly and Davie. 
„ SAWMNEKT 
1 have ponder'd, and deeply conſider'd our Caſe, 
And I've thought of the Means to prevent our 
Diſgrace; 


All extravagant Hurry let's ſtrive to eraſe, 
And drive at a ſlow ceconomical pace. 


Be ſaving my Lade, let's be pinching and 


ſaving, 
And get what we will, Rill be cribbing and 


Craving. 


By this Means our Horſes leſs Corn will devour, 
Than if o'er the Road they ſhould * and 
ſcour. 
oh] follow my Rules, duft our now budding 
Power, 


By Time's rip'ning B. cath, ſhall ale prove a gay 


Flower. 
Be faving my Lads, let's be ons and 
faving, 
And get what we will till be eribbiog and 
Craving. 


By this Means the Coach will leſs Damage ſuſtain, 


Leſs Fares we may aſk, fo may not aſk in vain; 
But leſs we'll expend, and then what may remain, 
Will prudently manag'd, turn all to clear gain. 
Then be ſaving my Lad's, let's be pinching and 
ſaving, 


And get what we will, ſill be cribbing and 


Craving. [ Noiſe 
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{Noiſe and Huzzas Without. 
RECITATIVE 


SAWNEY. 
But hark !—what horrid Noiſe is that I hear! 


What hatefu* howling thus invades my Ear! 


Ha l- it dins louder ! ſomebody look out, 
And ſtrive to learn what it is a' about. 


RECITATIVE. 
BLOOMSBURY Jack, 


I ſee thoſe Hags again, who madly dance, 
And ſhouting, hither haſtily advance. 


AIR. Round about the May-pole. 


Look at all the Beldames, ſee how they trot, 
What Sot 
Have they with 'em got? 

Calling, bawling, ſqueaking, ſqualling, 
Jumping, ſprawling, and what not ? 
Look at all the Beldames, ſee how they trot, 

What Sot | 
Have they with em got? 


RECITATIVE. 


SAWNEY, Looking our. 
Angels and Miniſters of Grace defend us! 
1 ſent to Hayes, intreating he'd attend us: 
And ſure *tis he, who in their wild Vagary, 
Theſe fierce Viragos on their' Shoulders carry. 
Enter 


16 The Coach Drivtks, 


Enter HAYE5. 
Welcome, dear Sir, we much your preſence lack'd. 


"HAL-E6 - 
Ay—TI am come to tell you how to act. | 


| 8 A WN E V. 
922 ING as yet, we have thought beſt, 
But on your wiſer Judgment let 1t reſt. 


HAYES. 
(Economy! Economy be damn'd | 
By Jupiter! we will not thus be ſhamm'd : | | 
No. break your Bands of Indolence aſunder, 5 | 
And bluſter like a rattling Peal of Thunder, 


AIR. Sing Tantarn rara fools all. 


By all Manner of Means, Sirs, whate'er may arrive, 
Full ſpeed, like the Devil, we ever muſt drive. 
And Tantara rara drive on, drive on, 
And Tantara rara drive on. 


Thoſe Ladies without, ſince the Horſes muſt eat, 
If Oats ſhou'd be ſcarce, muſt ſupply 'em with 
| Wheat. 
Then Tantara rara, &c. 


And before the old Coach ſhou'd want proper 
Repairs, - 
They muſt give up their Bedſteads, and Tables, 
and Chairs. | 
Then Tantara rara, &c, 


And 


5 * 
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And the Wheels rather far than their Motion 
ſhould ceaſe, | 
Like Job's holy Feet; they with Butter ſhall 


greaſe. 
Then Tantara rara, &c. 


And thus by all Means, Sirs, whate'er may ar- 
. 
Full ſpeed, like the Devil, we ever muſt drive, 
| And Tantara rara, drive on, drive on, 
And Tantara rara, drive o 


REC CITATIVE. 
GEN TLE SHEPHERD. | 
But theſe Things to obtain of em— there's the 5 


hard Taſk: 
For they grumble at cher; Trifle we aſk, 


RECITATIVE. 
HAYES. 


Let me then but manage the Whip and the Rein, 


And this, and much more, I ſhall quickly obtain. 


SAWNEY. (Rifng.) * 3 
As to that—you already my Sentiments know ; 
For I think I declar'd em t'ye ſometime ago. 


[ Exeant Sawney, Bloomſbury Jack, Gentle | 


Shepherd, Sc. on one Side, Hayes on = 
the other.] 


D ScEkNE | 


18 The Coach Dxivers, 


Scent changes to an open Place. 
Haves with the OrD Women. 


RE C1 T-& T'1I- VE, 


| Firſt Ord WOMAN. 
And does he ſtill refuſe to yield the Rein 
To _— dear Will? | 


HAY E 5 
Aye—all I faid was vain. 


AIR. Wou'd you win a young Virgin, 


Firſt OLD WOMAN. 

Then ſhou'd I again on the Box ſee him ride, 
May my Neck in a ſtrong hempen Cravat be ty'd, 
If of I don't lug him, and ſoundly, ſoundly 

Trim well his Jacket, and curry his Hide. 


Second OLD WoMAN. 
I'll take him, and ſhake him, and throw him 


down, | 
And pounce him, and trounce him, and crack kis 


Crown. 
| Third OLD WoM Ax. 


I'II thwack him, 
And ſmack him, 
And lick him, 
And kick him, 
And roll him in each dirty En in | Town, 


All 
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All the OLD Women. 


We'll thwack him, 
And fmack him, 
And lick him, 
And kick him, 
And roll him in each dirty Kennel in Town. 


R EG ATI 
. 


My deareſt Girls, I love you, but how well 
No Heart can e' er conceive, no Tongue can tell. 


AIR. In Infancy. 

In Infancy, the Mother's Breaſt; 
In Youth, a Top, can pleaſe; 

Manhood, in ſome dear Nymph is bleſt; 
Old Age, in Pelf and Eaſe: 

But than all theſe, your Love and Praiſe, 
Afford a Joy more true: 

Each Moment of my future Days, 

I'll dedicate to you. 


RE CIT ATIVE. 


Firſt OLD Woman. 
Dear Will, we know thou'rt honeſt and ſincere, | 
On thee rely, without Diſtruſt or Fear. | | | 


AIR. AR if you Damaſk Roſe. 
„ 
The Pigeon ſhall purſue the Kite, 
The Sun ſhall riſe at Eve, 
And Smithfield-Jockies ceaſe to bite, 
E'er J your Faith deceive. 
204 | RCA 


3% The Coacn DRIyxks, 
RE CIT ATIVE. 
Second OLD WOMAN. 
Dear honeſt Will !-——what flanting Things are 


thoſe, 
Who here approaching threaten our ir Repoſe ? 


HAT FS 
Their frightful Looks indeed are quite „ ; 


- »7 Afide) I never yet ſaw Creatures half ſo iet, | 


Enter Three YouNG LADIES gail "_> 


Third OLD Wouax, | 
Oh! Heav'ns ! they're here—Sweek Will, the Gods 
protect you 
Take Care, or PE with W they'll infect 
You... | 
H A Y ES, to the Veal Ladies. 
. Avaunt—lI know ye not a 
{ Runs to the Old Women, looking back, 
(Aide) What lovely wes | | 


Fourth OLp Woman, 
Beware, beware, their falſe inſidious Wiles — 


CHORU S. Hither Daphne. 


Youns Lapis, addreſſing themſelves to Hayes. 
Hither Swain, direct thine Eyes, 
Do not our Requeſt deſpiſe, 
Leave thoſe wrinkled, homely Things, 
Go with us where Pleaſure ſprings : 


Hither 
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Hither turn thee, gentle Swain, 

Let us not beſeech i in vain: 

Haſte away, make no Delay, 

This happy Summons to obey. 


RECITATIVE. 


HAYES. 
Ladies !—for no bright offers you can make, 
E'er will I theſe ol honeſt 1 Tiends forſake. 


A I R. Over the Hills and far away. 


Firſt Lavy. 


If you will but follow me, 
You this waving Plume ſhall wear, 
[ Shews him a fine Feather. 
Ever joyous then we'll be, 
rr as Light, and free as Air 
We'll be all alive and gay, 
Laugh 'till Sorrow ſneaks away, 
If with me you'll fondly ſtray, 
Over the Hills, and far away.— 


| Second Lapy. 
See theſe Taſſels all of Gold, 
|  Shews him a Shoulder-Knot. 
How they glitter, how they ſhine, 
Theſe I'll not from thee with-hold, 
Theſe, my deareſt, ſhall be thine : 
From thy Shoulder hanging gay, 
In the wanton Breeze mall play; ; 
If with me you'll fondly. ſtray, 


Over the Hills and far away.— 
| Third 
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| Third Lanv. 
Here's your Muſic; how they chink, 


[Shakes a Purſe. 
Here's your little Kings in yellow, 


Theſe, and more than you can think, 
Shall be yours, my pretty Fellow 
At your Feet I theſe will lay, 
And more when theſe are flown away; 
IF with me you'll fondly ſtray, 
Over the Hills and far away.— 


RECITATIVE. 


Ou Wenn. 
Ne'er mind 'em Will, it's all an errant Bubble. 


ar E 8, to the Young Ladies. 
Be gone !—and give yourſelves no farther Trouble. 
(Afide.) Were I but certain, they were true as fair, 
I'd go, in ſpite of theſe old Drabs, I 


Weir. 


HO RU S. Le Antition 


Three Youns LADIES. 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind ! 
Think on what the Proverb ſays, 
You'll an Ounce of Pudding find, 
Pounds exceed of empty praiſe. — 


All our Preſents ſhall unite, 
Your Acceptance to obtain ; 
* Pleaſure ſhall o%erwhelm thee * 
| Unalloy'd by any Pain.— 
e Harrs 
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HAYES. BT 
RECI bs x A 1 I V E. 


And ſhall they. all be mine ?—I'm yours for ever. 
Thus trom theſe naſty Jades myſelf I ſever. 


[Runs from the Old Womens 


AIR. Ob! what Pleaſures. 
HAYES. 
Oh ! what Pleaſures will abound! 
And what Honour will redound ! 
When I faſt hold a'got, 
Of that Shoulder-Knot, 
Then what Honour will redound ! 


Oh! how happy I ſhall be, 
Favour'd by thoſe Ladies three! - 
With Purſe, Feather, 
And all together. 
Oh ! how happy I ſhall be! 


[7»e Ladies put on him a Cap and Feather, and 
Shoulder-Knot, and give him the Purſe. 


AIR. And can't thou leave thy Nancy. 


All the OrDp Women. 
And can'ſt thou then forſake us, 
And leave us all alone? 
How wretched do you make us 
Alas! we're all undone.—— 


RE CI- 


— — 
—— 


r 


128 — 
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- 


What eck, were we that did i in him believe! — 
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RECITATIVE. 


HA * ES in a freering Tone, 
It wounds my Soul to hear you thus complain; 
My dear ole Girts—come let's be Friends again. 


wa: [Adbentes Towards them a little M. ay, and turn- 
ing . em as his 0” on bis Poſteriors. 


4 R. . Dear Cle come give me. 


| Here fair oties Tome plant-your warm Kifles, 
lere catch odoriferous Sighs, | 
Here revel in-faptarous Blifſes ; _ 

| Here feaſt and indulge your fond Eyes, 


Count — an" Stars are in Heaven, . 1 
Go number the Sands on the Shots, | 
And when ſo many EKiſſes you've given, 


You till ſhal be welcome to more. 
. Firſt, OLD Woman, Ia ; 


Baſe Wretch! thus infolently to deceive. 4 


SS | 4 'S 


ech OLD Woman, og,” | \ 


* 


AA R. Farebcl thy Ned. = 
HAYES. WY. 


F arewell! my dear Creatutes=—forbear thus to 


mourn, 


What pangs rend my Soul, that thus from * 


Im tor: SS 
Sing, Tol, lol, lol, lol, 10, derol; &c. 


* * | ths 
* 


ih 6s | Alas 
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Alas! I can't bear it—'twill ſure break my Heart 
But you know that all Friends, een the deareſt 


muſt part. 
Sing, Tol, lol, lol, lol, lol derol, lol, &c. 


Oh! think what Diſquiet will torture my Breaſt ! 
Can I ever without my old Charmers be bleſt ? 
Sing, Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


Once more then, adieu I no longer can ſtay, 
Tour Servant—You ſee how I'm hurry'd away,— 
Sing, Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


[Exit with the Ladies, dancing and ſinging. 


R'E C3SA FLY £ 


Firſt Ord WoMAN. 
A perjur'd, faithleſs Villain but the Coach 
See there does briſkly here again approach. 


Second OLD Womar. 
And look at Sawney in the Boot conceal'd, 
Who by his Arm outſtretch'd is quite reveal'd. 


Third Or D Woman. 
Ah! ſee!—he wants to ſnatch the Reins again 
From him that drives, but gad he graſps in vain. 


Fourth OLD WOMAN. 
T like the Looks of that new Driver well, # 


Pre heard that he moſt others does excel, 
E, .. mn 


* 
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v2 „„ Firſt OLD WouAN. 


D'ye know who 'tis? , | 


| Second Or ůDU Wow 4 
N 
Third OLD Womans. 

Nor I. 
Fourth OLD Woman. 


— 


HFlis Name 
Begins with G. — 
PFirſt OrD Woman. 
Oh! Bravo! *ris the ſame 
Vve will'd for Ry 
All the OLD Won x. | 
May he long the Carriage guide: 
He's vile, and brave, and honeſt too beſide. 
P a 
4 W 34 EAreunt omnes. 
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